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Park, in a sort of a duodecimo phaeton, she desired me to write some verses on her ponies; upon which I took out my pocket-book, and in one moment produced the following:
Sure never were seen two such beautiful ponies; Other horses are downs9 but these macaronies: To give 'em this title I am sure isn't wrong. Their legs are so slim, and their tails are so long.
Crab. There, ladies, done in the smack of a whip, and
on horseback too. Jos.  Surf. A very Phoebus, mounted - indeed.  Sir
Benjamin! Sir Ben. Oh dear sir, - trifles - trifles.
Enter LADY TEAZLE and MARIA
Mrs Can. I must have a copy.
Lady Sneer. Lady Teazle, I hope we shall see Sir Peter?
Lady Tea%. I believe he'll wait on your ladyship presently.
Lady Sneer. Maria, my love, you look grave. Come, you shall sit down to cards with Mr Surface.
Mar. I take very little pleasure in cards - however, I'll do as your ladyship pleases.
Lady Tea%. I am surprised Mr Surface should sit down with her; I thought he would have embraced this opportunity of speaking to me, before Sir Peter came.
[Aside.
Mrs Can. Now, I'll die, but you are so scandalous, I'll forswear your society.
Lady Teaz. What's the matter, Mrs Candour?
Mrs Can. They'll not allow our friend Miss Vennillion to be handsome.
Lady Sneer. Oh, surely she's a pretty woman.
Crab. I am very glad you think so, madam.
Mrs Can. She has a charming fresh colour,
Lady Teaz. Yes, when it is fresh put on.